Filiations with the MetapKysteals
License my roving hands, and let them go
Before, behind, between, above, below.
O my America! my new-found-land,
My kingdom, safeliest when with one man man'd,
My Myne of precious stones, My Emperie,
How blest am I in this discovering thee!
If he uses the language of ordinary speech it is not, as with
Donne, in a moment of passion:
For Godsake hold your tongue, and let me love,
but to express the tedium of the common hours:
Oh, do not ask, 'What is it?'
Let us go and make our visit
There is a diffidence in the twentieth-century poet, infecting
even his religious poems, which is not to be mistaken for the
scepticism which links his early work so closely to the astrin-
gent analytical verse of this literary ancestor of his. It is not
simply because they conform to the rules of his chosen form
that Donne's Holy Sonnets have a vehemence and an integrity
which sets them poles apart from such a piece of penitential
music as Ash Wednesday. Where Donne turned his learning,
which was great for his time, and his sensuality, which was
great for any time, to the resolution in poetry of an emotional
conflict, Eliot weaves literary references and melodious
echoes into his discourse in a fashion which tends to render
the emotion suspect. When he speaks of
The Word without a word, the Word within
The world and for the world;
And the light shone in darkness and
Against the Word the unstilled world still whirled
About the centre of the silent Word,
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